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Caf. Fore God this is a more exquifite Tong then the other. 
Jag. Will you hear’t agen ? 

Caf. No, for I hold him vnworthy of his place , that doesthofe 
things : well, God’s aboue all , and there bee foules that rauft b« 
faued. 

Jag. It is true good Leiutenant. 

Caf. For mine own part,no offence to the Generali, nor any nun 
of quality, I hope to b‘c faued. . 

lag . And fo doe I Leiutenant. 

Caf. I, but by your lcaue, not before me; the Leiutenant is to be 
faued before the Ancient. Let’s ha no more of this,. let>s to our af- 
faires : God forgiue vs our fins .-Gentlemen, let' s lookc to our bufi- 
neffe; Doe not thinke Gentlemen 1 am drunke, this is my Ancient, 
this is my right hand,and this is my left hand : I am not drunke now, 
I can ftand well enough, and fpeakc well enough. 

All. Excellent well. 

Caf V cry well then :you rouft not thinke, that I am drunke. Ex, 
Mon. To theplotformc maifters. Come, let’s fet the watch. 
lag. You fee this fellow that is gone before. 

He is a Souldier fit to ftand by Cafar, 

And giuc direction : and doe but fee his vice, 

Tis to his vcrtue,a hift equiaox, 

The one as long as th’othcr : tis pitty of him, 

I fcare the trull Othello put him in, 

On fome odde time of his infirmity. 

Will (bake this Ifland. 

Mon. But is he often thus.. 

lag. Tis cuermore the Prologue to his fleepe ; 

Hee’le watch the horolodge a double fet, 

I^drinke rocke not his cradle. 

Mon. Twere well the Generali wetc put in mindeofiv 
Perhaps he fees it noc,or his good nature, 

Praifcs the vertues that appear.es in Cafiio, 

And lookc not on his cuillsiis not this true?? , 

lag. How now Roderigo, EnurRooentf* 

Lpray you after the Leiutenant, goe.. Exit 

Mop. And tis great pitty that the noble Moore ^ 






Thc z5Ad'oore of Venice, 

Should hazard fuch a placets his owne fccond. 

With one of an ingraft infirmity : 

It were anhoneft adVtcn to fay fo to the Moore. 

Jag. Nor I, for this faire Ifland: 

I doe louc Cajfio well, and would doc much, IJdpefitlpiy within' 
To cute him of this cuill : but harke, what noyfe. 

Enter Cz(C\o } druiingin Roderigo. 

Caf. Zouns,you rogue, you raicall. 

Mon. what’s the matter Leiutenant ? 

Caf. A knaue, teach mec my duty : but lie be ate the knaue into 
a wicker bottle. 

Rod. Scare me > 

Caf. Docll thou prate rogue?' 

Mon. Good Leiutenant; pray fir hold your hand. 

Caf. Let me goe fir,or ile knocke you ore the mazzard. 

Mon. Come, come, you are drunke, 

Caf. Drunke? they fight, 

lag. Away I fay, goe out and cry a miitcny. A hell rung 

Nay good Leiutenant : godfwill Gentlemen,. 

Helpc hr, Leiutenant : Sir Montauiofixt , 

Hdpe maifter j,herc’s a goodly watch indeed. 

Who’s that that rings the bell ? Diablo — bo. 

The Towne will rife, godfwill Leiutenant, Ivold, 

You will be (ham’d for cucr^ 

Enter Othello, and Gentlemen with weapon s. 

Oth, What is the nutter here ? 

Men. Zouns.I bleed Hill,! am hurr,to the death: 

Oth. Hold,for your lines. 

r !*&• Hold,hold Leiutenant, fir Montanio , Gentlemens 
Haue you forgot ail placeof fence, and duty : 

Hold,the Generali fpcakes to you; hold, hold, for flume, 

Oth. Why bow now ho, from whence arifes this ? 

Are we turn’d Turkesp. nd to our fclues doe that. 

Which Heauen has forbid the Qttamitei : 

F F<* 







WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Othello (STC 22305) LONDON, 1622 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.34.k.32) OctaVO 



